CHAPTER        FOUR

he was fed up with sleeping and wanted to stay awake
all night.

With every wish to maintain my Bostonian repu-
tation as a flippant and decadent person, I am forced
to admit that Lindbergh is to me something much
more than a figure of mechanical genius, something
much finer than a clean-living boy who does not
smoke cigarettes. He has taken to himself the
chivalry which once fluttered in the pennants of a
knight-at-arms, and has given it wings of silver. He
has recaptured the echo which once throbbed from
a vanguard drum, and has caught it in the throb of a
powerful machine. In all of those breathless flights,
those rapturous passages of sea and sky, there has
been something of the spirit of the Crusades.

So that when I played him my most immoral song,
'Libido Baby/ I had only to catch his eyes to turn
quickly into the more appropriate measure of 'My
Heart Stood Still/
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